RALPH WALDO EMERSON
Of manners gentle, of affections mild;
In wit a man, simplicity a child.
In a few years he would outdistance them all, but as yet
he gave no sign of the power that was growing within
him.
Tlie Gloomy Years. The next three or four years
were the gloomiest of his life. At eighteen, upon
graduation from Harvard, his ardor for the ministry
had cooled. Once no vision had seemed more appeal-
ing to him than the thought of himself as a young
and eloquent pulpit orator persuading men to the truths
of the Christian religion and to the new way of life
which it taught. Now he was not so ture that the
truths of religion were as absolute and clear-cut as he
had supposed. Moreover, the broad culture of his
classical reading had made him less certain that preach-
ing was the best medium for him. He had begun to
turn his thoughts toward teaching literature, rhetoric,
and the arts. He had applied, at graduation time, for
a position in this field at the Boston Latin School. His
application had been denied on the ground that his
academic standing at Harvard had not been high
enough. Two or three other applications met a similar
fate. Meanwhile, the poems he had been writing made
only gentle ripples and no splash in the minds of his
fellow students.
Humbled in his pride and uncertain of himself, he
accepted the position offered to him by Ms brother
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